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SB8YNOPSIS.

Challis Wrandall la found murdersd In

m roand houss near New York. Mra. Wran- |

anll s summoned from the ety and lden-
Ulten the body
compunied Weandall to the Inn snd sub-
Aaequantly dinnppearad, is  suspeoind.
?hn Wrandall starts back for New York
n an auto durlng o MAnding snow storm
On the way she mosts 4 young woman in
the rond who proves to be the woman
who killed Wrandall Faaling that ti
girl had done her o sorvics in ridding hir
of the man who though she joved him
dasply, hed caussd har great BIrrow
Mirs, Wrandall determines to shleld her
wnd takes her to hor own home. Mre.
Weandall hears tha story of Hetty Cia
tleton's e, sxcept that portion that re.
lates to Wrandall, This and the story of
the tragedy she forhids the girl ever to
tell, EBhe offers Hetty a home, frisndship
and security from porll on account of the
fragedy. Mrs, dHaran Wrandail and Hetty
attend the funeral of Challls Wrandall at
thie home of hin parsats. Barn Wreandall
and Hetty return to New York after an
bwenice of o yenr In Europs, Lealis
"randall, brother of Challls, makes him
pelf umeful to Bara and becomes greatl)
interesied in Heilty. Barn ween In Laea-
Hle's Infatvuation poasibility for revange on
the Werandulls and reparation for the
wrongn ahe sufered at the hands  of
Challls Wrandall vy marrying his mur-
deress Into the faml'y, Lealle, In com-
pany with his friend RBrandon Booth., an
riiat, visits Bara at her country place.
Amlly confesses to Sarn that he Ia madly
n love with Hetty, Hara arranges with
oolh to paint a pleture of Hetty. Booth
iné & haunting feallng that he has moen
Hetty bafors. Looking throuxh s porl-
follo of picturea by an unknown English
nrtist he fAnds ono of Hetty, Ha apeaks
tn her about It Haetty deolares It must
be n ploture of Ilnrt‘ Glynn, an English
dActrean, who resambles her wvary muoch

CHAPTER IX.—Contlnued.

Leslle was coming out on an evening
train. Booth, In commenting on this,
again remarked g sharp change in Het-
ty's manner. They had been convers
ing somewhat bouyantly up to the mo-
Jnent he mentioned Leslle's Impending
visit. In a flash her manner changed.
A quick but unmistakable frown suc-
ceeded her smiles, and for some rea-
kon she suddenly relapsed Into a state
of reserve that was little short of sul
len. He was puzzled, as he had been
before.

The day was hot. Sara volunteered
to take him hYome In the motor. An
errand In the village was the excuse
she gava for rlding over with him.
Herotofore she had sent hlm over
alone with the chauffeur,

She looked very handsoms, very
tempting, as she came down to the
CAar

“By Jove,” he sald to himself, “she
Is wonderfull” i

He handed her Into the car with the
griace of a courtler, and she smiled
upon him serenely, as a princess might
uave smiled in the days when knight-
hood was In flower.

When she sat him down at his little
garden gate, ha put the question that
hnd been seething in his mind all the
way down the shady stretch they had
traversed.

“Have you ever seen Hetty Glynn,
the Hoglish actress?”

Sara was always prepared, Bhe knew
the question would come when least
expected.

“Oh, yes," she roplicd, with inter-
“Have you noticed the resem-
blance? They are as llke as two peas
in & pod. Isn't it extraordinary?

He was a blt staggered. "I have
naver seoh Hatty Glynn,” he replied.

“Oh? You have seen pholographs
of her?" ahe Inquired casually.

“What has become of her? he ask-
#d, lgnoring her question. “Is she still
on the stage?”

“Heaven knows," she replied lightly.

“Miss Castleton and | wers speaking
Wo were together
the last tUme [ saw her. Who knowa?

of her last night.

1

oL

“It's All Tommy-Rot,” He Growled,

Bhe may have married into the nobill
ty by this time. She was a very poor
mctress, but the lovellest thing In the
world—excepling  our Hetty, of
courns.'

If be could have sean the troubled
Yook In her eyes &8 she was whirled
off to the village, he might not have
gone about the cottage with such a
blithesome alr. He was happler than
be had beea ln dayas, and all because of
Fetty Glynn!

Leslle Wrandall did not arrive by
the evening train. He telephoned late

A young woman who ac- |
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Thoe motor met him at the station

and Sara was walting for him in the
| cool, awning-covered verandah as he

lsfied look In his face. Bhe was streteh.

peeping out at him with perfect abar: |
donment,

“Hello,” ha sald shortly
Kim her hand,
out last night”
rathar ungracliously ‘

“We missed you,” she sald., "Pull up
n chalr. | was never so lagzy as now
Dear ma, [ am afrald 1'll get stout and
gross.”

“Spring fever,” he announced. He
was plainly out of sorta. "I'll stand, if
you don't mind. PBeastly tiresome, sit-
ting in a hot, stuffy traln.”

He took a coupie of turns across the
porch, his eyes shifting In the eager,
annoyed manner of one who seeks for
something that, In the correct order of
things, ought to be plainly visible.

“Please sit down, Leslie. You make
me nervous, tramping about ke that.
Wo can't go In for half an hour or
more."

“Can't go In?" he demanded, stop-
ping before her. He began to pull at
his little moustache,

“No. Hetty's posing. They won't
permit even me to disturb them.”

Ho glared. With a final, almost dra-
matic twist he gave over jerking at
his moustache, and grabbed up a chalr,
which he put down beside her with a
vehemance that spoke plainer than
words.

“1 say.,” he began, scowling In the
direction of the doorway, "how long Is
he going to be at thls &llly job?"

“8illy Job? Why, it Ia to be & mas
terplece," she cried.

"I asked you how long?"

“Oh, how can 1 tell? Weeks, per
haps. One omn't prod a genlus.”

“It's all tommy-rot,"” he growled.
“l suppose 1'd better take the next
train back to town."

"Don't you lke talking with me?"
she lnquired, with a pout.

"Of courss [ do," he made haste to
say. “But do you mean to say they
won't let anybedy in where— Oh, I
say! This I8 rich!"

“Spectators upset the muse,
words to that effect.”

Ha stared gloomily at his clgarette
case for & moment. Then he carefully
selected a cigarette and tapped It on
the back of his hand.

“See hers, SBara, I'm going to get
this off my chest” he sald bluntly.
“I've been thinklog it over all week.
I don't like this portrait painting non-
sonsa."”

“Dear me! Didn't you suggest t?”
she Inguired Innocently, but all the
time her heart was beating violent
time to the song of triumph.

He was jealous. It was what she
wanted, what she had hoped for all
along. Her purpose now was to en
cournge the ugly flame that tortured
him, to fan it into fury, to make it un-
endurable. Bhe knew him well: His
supreme ogolsm could not withstand
an attack upon its complacency. Like
all the Wrandalls, he had the habit
of thinking too well of himeelf. He
possessed a clearly-defined sonse of
humor, but it did not begin to include
selfancrifice among its endowments.
He had pnever been able to laugh at
himself for the excellent reason that
some things were truly sacred to him.

8he reallzed this, and promptly
laughed at him. He stiffened,

“Don't snicker, Bara,” he growled
He took time to light his clgarette, and
ot the same time to consider his an-
swer to her guestion. “In & way, yes,
| suggested a tort of portralt, of
course, A sketchy thing, something
like that, you koow. But not an all
summer operation."

“But she doesn't mind,” explained
Sara. “In fact, she In enjoying it. She
and Mr. Booth get en famously to-
gether”

“She likes him, eh?"

8he gave |
“Sorry I couldn’t get

or

him? He is adorable.”
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drove up, There was a sullen, dissat- ‘

ed out comfortably, lazlly, In a great |
chaisedounge, her black little slippers |

He shook her hand |

He threw his cigarette over the rall-

Ing
| pose?"”
| “My dear Lesllo, he is to do me as

soon as he has fAnished with her, |
| don't Mlke your manner”

“Oh.” he sald in a dull port of won-
der. No one had ever cut him short
in Just that way before. "What's up,
Saran? Have | done anything out of
the way?

\ “Certainly, Why shouldn’t she like
: ‘CCcomes here every day, | sup

“You are very touchy, It seems to
me."

“I'm sore about this confounded por-
tralt monopoly ™

“I'm wsorry, Leslle. 1 suppose you
will have to give In, however. We are
threa to one agalost you—Hetty, Mr.
Booth and 1"

“l see,” he sald, rather blankly.
Then he drew hla chair closer, “See
here, Sara, you know I'm terribly keen
nbout her. [ think about her, 1 dream
ubout her, I— oh, wall, here It 1s In a
nutshell: U'm In love with her. Now

in the afternoon, not to Hetty but to|do you understand?®’

Sara, to say that he was unavoidably
detained and would not leave New
York untll the next morning. Some
thing In his volce, in his manner of
speaking, dlsturbed her, Bhe weunt to
bed that night with two sourcea of un-
eusiness threatening her peace of

mind,, Bbe scented peril.

“1 don't see how you could help be
ing in love with her" she sald calmly.
“1 belleve it 1s & habit wen have where
she 18 concerned.”

“You're not surprised?
himself surprised.

he cried,

“Not in the least.”
“l mean to cdk her to marry me”

The Hollow -
of Her Hand
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he annoonced with finality. This was
Intended to bowl her over completely.

Bhoe looked at himm for an instant,
and then shook her head. “I'd like to
be able to wish you good luck.”

He stared. “You don’t mean to say
she'd be fool enough—" he began in-
eredulously, but eaught himself up In
time. “Of course, I'd have to take my
chances,” he concluded, with mora hu.
mility than she bad ever seen him dls
play. “Do you know of any one else?"

“No,"” she sald serfously. “She dossn't
confide In me to that extent, I fear.
I've never asked.”

“Do you think thera was any one
back there in England?” He put it
in tha past tense, so to speak, as if
there could be no questlon about the
presaent,

“Oh, I dare say.”

He was regalning his complacency.
“That's nelther here nor there,” he
declared. The thing I want you to do,
Sara, Is to rush this confounded por
tralt. T don’t like the {dea, not a little
bit."

“1 don't biame you for being afrald
of the attractive Mr, Booth,"” she sald,
with a significant lifting of her eye
brows.

“I'm going to have It over with be-|

fora 1 go up to town, my dear girl," he

announced, In & matter-offact way. | \

“I've glven the whole sltuation a|
deuce of a lot of thought, and I've |
mide up my mind to do it. I'm not
the sort, you know, to delay matters
once my mind's made up, By Jove,
Sara. you ought to ba pleased. I'm
not such a rotten cateh, If 1 do say It
who shouldn't.”

She was perfectly still for a long |
time, so still that she dld not appear |
to be breathing. Her eyes grew durk- |
er, more mysterfous. If he had taken |
the paina to notice, he would have seen
that her fingers ware rigld. |

“l am pleased,” she sald, very gently.

#he could have shrieked the words,
How she hated all these smug Wran-
dalls! i

“l came to the decision yesterday,”
he went on, tapping the arm of the
chalr with his finger tips, as If tming
his words with ecare and precision.
“Spoke to dad about it.at lunch. 1
was coming out on the five o'clock, as
1I'd planned, but he seemed to think
I'd better talk it over with the mater
first. Not that she would be likely to |
kick up a row, you know, but—well.
for policy’'s sake. Bee what I ‘mean?|
Decent thing to do, you know. She|
never quite got over the way you and
Chal stola o march on her. God knows |
I'm not like Chal."

Her eyes narrowed agaln. “No," nhel
sald, “you are not llke your brother.”

“Chal was all right, mind you, in|
what he did,” he added hastily, noting
the look. *I would do the samg, "pon |
my soul T would, if there wers any
senseless objections ralsed In my |
case. But, of couse, it was right for
me to talk It over with her, just the
same. So I stayed in and gave them
all the chance to say what they|
thought of me—and, !ncldentally, of
Hetty, Quite the decent thing, don't
you think? A fellow's mother is his
mother, after all. See what I mean?”

“She I1s quite satisfied, then, that
you are not throwing yvourself away on
Miss Castleton,” sald Bara, with a
deep breath, which he mlistook for a

sigh.
“Oh, trust mother to nosa into
things. She knows Miss Castleton's

pedigree from the ground up. There's
Debrett, you see. What's more, you
can't fool her in a pilnch. She knows
blood when she sees it. Father hasn't
the same sense of proportion, however,
He 2ava you never can tell."”

Sara was startled. "“What do you |
mean T

“Oh, It's nothing to speak of; only a

way he has of grinding mother onpce |

in a while. He uses you as an exam-
ple to prove that you never can tell,

and mother has to admit that he's |
You have upset every one of |

right
her pet theorles. She sees it now, but

whew! B8he couldn't see it In the
old days, could she?"

"I fear nol,” suld she In a low volce
Her eyes smoulderad. "It ¥ quite nat-
ural that sha should not want you to
make the mistake your brother made.”

“Oh, please don't put it that way,
Sarn. You make me foel ke & con-
founded prig, becavse that's what |t
comes to, with them, don't you know
And yet my attitude has always been
¢clear to them where you're concerned
1 was strong for you from the begin-
ning. All that sailly rot about

“Pleasgs, please!” aha  burst
quivering all over

“1 beg your pardon,” he stammered
“You-—you know how | mean it, dear
girl”

“Please leave me out of It, Leslle” |
she sald, collecting herself. After a mo- |
ment she went oo ealmly: "And so you |
are going to marry my poor lttle et |
ty, and they are all pleased with the |
arrangement.”

“If sha'll have me.” he sald with a
wink, as If to say there wasn't any |
use doubting t. “They're tickled to|
death.” |

“Vivian?" ' |

"Viv's & snob, She says Hetty's |
much too good for me, blood and bone. |
What business, says she hns a Wran-
dall aspiring to the descendant of

out, |

“What!"

|

| In his cheek, however, that betrayed

Henry the Elghth!" l

<

| “The Murgatroyds go back to ol

Henry, stralght as a plummet. ‘Gad,

what Vivvy doesn't know about Brit-

ish arlstocracy isn't worth knowing.
| She looked it up the time they tried to
convinee her she ought to marry the
duke. But she's fond of Hetty. She
anys Ahe's a darling. She's right:
Hetty Is too good for me.”

Hara swished her gown about and
rose  gracefully from the chalge
longue, Extending her hand to him
she gald, and he was never to forget
the deep thrill in her volee:

“Well, 1 wish you good luck, Leslle.

| Don't take no for an answer."”

“Lord, i she should say no,” he
gasped, confronted by the possibility

| of such stupidity on Hatty's part
“You don't think she will?”

Her answer was a smile of doubt,
| the effect of which was to destroy his
tranguiiity for hours.

“It Is time for luncheon.

I suppose
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He Blinked In Astonishment.

we'll have to interrupt them. Perhaps
It Is just as well, for your sake,” she
sald tauntingly.

He grinned, but It was a sickly ef-
fort.

“You're the one to spoll anything of
that sort,” he sald, with some as-
cerbity.

“I?"

“Certainly,” he sald with so much
meaning in the word that she flushed.

Hetty and Booth came into view at
that instant. The painter was laying
a soft, ilmy ecarf over the girl's bare
shoulders as he followed ¢lose behind
her,

“Hello!"” he cried, catching sight of
Wrandall. “Traln late, old chap?
Wa've been expecting you for the last
hour. How are you?"

He came up with a frank, genuine
smile of pleasure on his lips, his hand
extended. Leslle rose to the occaslion.
His self-esteem was larger than his
grievance. He shook Rooth's hand
heartily, almost exuberantly.

“Didn't want to disturb you, Bran-
dy,"” he cried, cheerily. “Besides, Sara
wouldn't let me.” He then passed on
to Hetty, who had Ilagged behind.
Beénding low over her hand, he sald
something commonplace In a very low
tone, at the same time looking slyly
out of the corner of his eye to see if
Booth was taking It all in. Finding
that his friend was regarding him rath-
ar fixedly, he obeyed a sudden impulse
and ralsed the girl's sllm hand to hls
lipe. As suddenly he released her fin-
gers and stralghtened up with a look
of surprise In his eyes; he had dis-
tinetly heard the agitated catch in her
throat. Bhe was staring at her hand
in a stupefled sort of way, holding [t
rigid before her eyes for 8 moment
before thrusting It behind her back
|as If it were a thing to be shielded
, from all serutiny save her own,

“You must not kies it again, Mr.
Wrandall,” she sald In a low, Intense
| volee. Then she passed him by and
| hurried up the stalrs, without 50 much
as & glance over her shoulder,

He blinked In astonishment, All of

a sudden there sweplt over him the
unique sensation of shyness—most
unlque in him. He had never bheen
ashamed bhefore In all his life. Now
he was curlously consclous of having
overstepped the bounde, and for the
first time to be shown his place by a
gir, Thise to him, who had no

scruples about boundary lines, |
All through luncheon he was vola- |

| tile and gay. There was a bright spot |

him to SBara, who already suspected
the temper of his thoughts, He talked
acroplaning without cessation, direct-
Ing most of hls conversation to Booth,
yet thrilled with pleasure eazh time
Hetty laughed at his sallles He was
begluning to feel like a half-baked
schoolboy {n her presence, a most ae-
plorable state of affaira he had to
admite,

“If you hate the trains so much,
and your sutomoblle is out of whack,
why* don't you try volplaning down
from the Metropolitan tower?" de-
manded Booth In reaponse to his lugu-
brious wall against the benstly luck
of having to go about in rallway
coaches with a lot of red-eved, nose
.blowing people who hadn't got used
to tholr epring wpderwear yet,

“Sinister suggestion, 1 must say.”

he exclalmed. “You must be eager to
gee my life blood scattered all over
creation, But, speaking of volplaning,
I've had three lessons thie week Next
wenk Bronson says I'll be fiying llke
a gull. ‘Gad,.it's wonderful. I've had
two tumbles, that's all-—little ones,
of course—not result a barked knee
and a peelad olbow."

“Wateh out you're not fiying lke
an angel before you get through with
It, Les,” cautioned the painter. "I see
that a well-known soclety leader In
Chicago was killed yesterday.”

"Oh, I love the danger there s In
It,” sald Wrandall carelessly. “That's
what gives zest to the sport.”

“I love It, too," sald Hetty, her ayes
agleam, "The glorlous feel of the
wind as you rush through it! And
yet ons geems to be standing perfect-
ly still in the air when one is half a
mile bhigh and golng fifty miles an
hour. Oh, it is wonderful, Mr. Wran-
dall,”

"T'll take you out In a week or two,
Miss Castleton, if you'll trust your-
self with me,"

“I will go,” ghe unnounced promptly.

Boolh frowned. "Better wait a
bit,” he counseled. “Risky business,
Miss Castleton, flying about with
fledgelings.”

“Oh, come npow!"™ expostulated
Wrandall with some heat. “Don’t be
a wet blanket, old man."

“1 was merely suggesting she’'d bet-
ter wait till you've got used to your
wings."

“Jimmy Van Wickle took his wife
with him the third time up,"” sald Les-
lle, as If that were the last word in
aeroplaning.

“It's common report that she keeps
Jimmy level, no matter where she's
got him." retorted Booth.

“l dare may Miss Castleton can
hold me lovel,” eald Leslie, with a pro-
found bow to her. “Can't you, Miuss
Castleton?"

She amiled. “Oh, as for that, Mr.
Wrandall, I think we can all trust you
to cling pretty clogely to your own
level."

“Rather ambiguous,
marked dublously,

“She means you never get below it,
Leslie,” sald Booth, enjoying himself.

“That's the one great principle In
aeroplaning,” sald Wrandall, quick to
recover. “Vivian says 1'll break my
neck some day, but admits it will be
a herole way of dolng it, Much nobler
than pitching out of an automobile or
catapulting over a horse's head In
Central park." He paused for effect
before venturing his next conclusion.
“It must be ineffably sublime, being
squashed—or is It squshed?—after a
drop of a mile or so, isn't 1t?"

He looked to see Mlss Castleton
wince, and was somewhat dashed to
find that she was looking out of the
window, quite oblivious to the peril
he was In figuratively for her speclal
conslderation,

Booth was acutely reminded that
the term “prig" as applied to Leslie
was & mlisnomer; he hated the
thought of the other word, which re-
flactively he rhymed with “pad.”

It occurred to him eafly in the
coyrse of this onesided discusslon
that the hostess was making no ef-
fort to take part In It, whether from
lack of interest or because of its friv-
olous nature he was, of course un-
able to determine. Later, he was
struck by the curlous pallor of her
face, and the lack-luster expression
of her eyes. Bhe seldom removed her
gaze from Wrandall's face, and yet
thers persisted in the observers
mind the rather uncanny I!mpresslon
that she did not hear a word her
brother-in-law was saving. He, in
turn, took to watching her covertly.
At no time did her expression change.
For reasons of his own, he did not
attempt to draw Her into the conver-
sation, fascinated as he was by the
gtudy of that beautiful, emotionless
face. Once he had the gueer sensa-

that,” he re-

tion of feeling, rather than seeing, uf
haunted look in her eves, but he put |

it down to fancy on his part.

And Leslie babbled on in
ignorance of, not to say disregard for,
this strange ghost at the feast, for.
to Hooth’s mind, the ghost of Challls
Wrandall was there.

Turning to Miss Castleton with a
significant look In his eyes, meant to
to call her attention to Mrs. Wrandall,
he war amazed to find that every ves
tige of color had gone from the girl's
face, She was listenlng to Wrandall
and replying In monosyllables, but
that she was awara of the other wom
an's abstraction was pot for an In.
stant to be doubted. Suddenly, after
a quick glance at Sara's face, she
looked squarely fnto Booth's eyes, and
he saw In hersa an expression of actual
concern, if not alarm

Leslle was In the middle of a sen-
tence when Sara laughed aloud, with-
put excuse or reason, The next in-
gtant she was looking from one to the
other In a daged sort of way, asa If
coming out of a dream.

Wrandall turned scarlet. There had
bean nothing In hls remarks to eall
for a laugh, he was quite sure of that.
Flushing slightly, she murmured some-
thing about having thought of an
amusing story, and begged him to
go on, she woulda't be rude again.

He had little west for continuing the
subject and sullenly disposed of it In
& word or two,

blissful I

“What the devil was there to laugh

at, Brandy?' he demanded of his
friend after the women had left them
together on the porch a few minutes
later. Hetty had gone upstalrs with
Mra, Wrandall, ber arm clasped tight-
ly aboyt the older woman’s walst. *

“I dare say she was thinking about
you falling a mile or two,” sald Booth
pleasantly,

But he was perplexed.

CHAPTER X.
Man Proposes.

The young men cooled their heela
for an hour before word was brought
down o them that Mrs. Wrandall
begged to be oxcused for the after
noon on account of a severe head-
ache. Miss Castleton was witl her,
but would be down later on. Mean-
while they were to make themsslves
At home, and so on and so forth,

Hooth took his departure, leaving
Leslle In sole possession of the porch.
He was restless, nervous, excited:
half-afrald to stay there and face Het
ty' with the proposal he was deter
mined to make, and wholly afrald to
forsake the porch and run the risk of
missing her altogether {f she cams
down ns signified. Several things
disturbed him. One wae Hetty's de
plorable failure to hang on his words
a8 he had fondly expected her to do:
and then there was that very disqui-
eting laugh of Sara's. A hundred
times over he rapeated to himsell that
slckening question: “What the devil
was there to lavgh at? and no an-
swer suggested itself. He was decid-
edly crose about It

Another hour passed. His heels
were quite cool by this time, but his
blood was bolling. This was a deuce
of a way to treat a fellow who had
gona to the trouble to come all the
way out In a stuffy train, by Jove, it
was! With conslderable asperity ha
rang for a servant and commanded
him to fetch a time table, and to bae
quick about it, as there might be a
train leaving before he could get back
it it took him as long to find it as
it took other people to remember their
obligations! His sarcasm failed to
impress Murray, who said he thought
there was a schedule in Mrs. Wran
dall's room, and he'd get it as soon
as the way was alear, If Mr. Wrandall
didn't mind waiting.

,“1f I minded walting," snapped Lea
lie, “I wouldn't be here now."

As the footman was leaving, Sara’s
automobile whirled up to the porte-
cochera,

“Who is golng out,
called in surprise,

“Miss Castleton, sir,
sir,"”

“The deuce you =ay!" gasped the
harassed Mr, Wrandall. It was a
pretty kettle of fish!

Hetty appeared a few minutes later,
attired for motoring.

“Oh, there you are,” she sald, espy-
ing him. “I am going for & epin.
Want to come along?"

He swallowed hard. The ends ot
his mustache described a palr of ab-
solutely horizontal exclamation
points, “If you don't mind belng en-
cumbered,"” he remarked sourly.

“I don’t in the least mind,” sald sha
sweeatly,

“Where are you going?" he asked
without much enthusiasm. He wasn't

Murray? he

For the air,

to ba caught appearing eager, not he.
Besldes, it wasn't anything to be fip
pant about, .
“Yonder,” she sald, with a liberal
sweep of her arm, taking in the whaola

“What the Devil Was There to Laugh
at, Brandy

landscape. "And be home in time to
dress for dinner,” she added, as If ta
relieve his mind.

“Good Lord!" he groaned, “do we
have to nat agaln?”

“We have to dress for It, at least™
ghe repllied.

“I'l go," he exclaimed, and ambled
off to secure a cap and coat

“Sara has planned for a
Lenox tomorrow If it doean't
she Informed hlin on his return

“Oh,"” he said, staring, “Booth gels
A day off on the portralt, then.”

“Belng Sunday.," she smiled “Wa
knock off on Sundays and bank holi

run to
raln,”

days. But, after all, he doesn't really
got a hollday. He I8 o go with ™
poor fellow."

(TO BE ul)rﬂ:-'uy_m




